
MISS CYNTHIA.
her hand as she talked to me. with a Rlance

thm "0;v ?nd th"n w fu cf pnde and
plea-ur- e that it went to my heart.

..You sep d .. h ia SJyin- - "we

It was at a little seaside place in "West
Cornwall that I met with Miss Cynthia J

Treleven. I never saw her before, and have j
. . t

never seen her since: yet m the short time
of our acquaintance I think I was a wit--I
ness of the one romance the one pitiful lit--
tie tragedy of Miss Cynthia's life.

She was certainly a middle-age- d lady. '

und yet that'ierm gnves altogether a wrong
idea of her. Though her youth was past,
there was. still something girlish about her.
She had preserved the shyness and in-

nocent of youth, though its freshness and
bloom had fled long ago; the bashfulne.?s
that was pretty at eighteen. wa3 a little
awkward now; the blush that came s read-
ily to her thin cheek was more painful than
becoming. I don't think she could ever have
been pretty, but there was something taking
about h?r. and I found Miss Cynthia a very
Interesting study at first. She was far
younger than I, although her actual years
must have numbered nearly the double of
mine.

We happened to be staying at tha same
hotel I with my mother, and Miss Cynthia

I

with her brother, a stout Cornish squire, his
handsome daughter, and a young man whose
relationship I could not fix at all. He was
a handsome young fellow, tall and dark-haire- d,

with heavy, sleepy eyes; and he
lounged about all day, in a fashion that
made me long to shake him. Nearly all his
time was spent lying on his back on the
turf, smoking-- , or slouching about the little
place, watching the coasters in and out of
the harbor, and yawning. A French novel
was always sticking out of his pocket; I
never saw him read anything else.

"I detest that young man," I said with
much emphasis to my mother one day,
whtn we were seated on the downs with our
books and knitting, with a good view of
the gentleman in question lounging on the
breakwater below us.

"I don't think he can be altogether bad,"
replied my mother gently. "There mu?t
.be some good In a young man who is as
devoted to his aunt as he is. I notice him
always very attentive to Miss Treleven."

"I am sure she is not his aunt," I cried.
'Is he really attentive to her?"

"Very much so. indeed," said my moth-
er. "I think there must be some relation-
ship, as It would be absurd to imagine any-
thing else between them."

That evening I happened to pick up Miss
Cynthia's book for her, and so commenced
our acquaintance. We were seated in the
hotel garden, in the soft summer twilight,
and Miss Cynthia talked a good deal,
in the nervous, flurried wHy that shy peo-
ple have. Her niece Maud had not been
very well for some time, she told me, and
bo they had been trying what a little
change of air would do for her.

"And I like to see a little of the world
row and. then," she said hesitatingly.
"Don't you think one grows a little

living in the country all the
year round? We do not see fnuch society
at Polellan. and, for my part, I like to
have some idea of the fashions."

I could scarcely help a smile as I glanced
at her slim, lank figure and faded face.
There was nothing fashionable about Miss
Cynthia. She had curiously preserved
the exact style of feature ind manner
which one sees in the Keepsakes and
Books of Keauty which were young with
her; and the style which was sujrg-este-

by her appearance was that of limp braids
with a rose behind one ear, slopit.g shoul-
ders with a scarf trailing oft them, and
sandalled slippers.

Thy had made quite a little tDur, Mis
Cynthia went on, and Maud was much
better already.

"And does her brother like It, too?" I
asked.

"Her brother? Oh. you mean Sir. Hous-
ton. No; he la no relation at all that is
I should say, he Is only a friend," snid
Mi?s Cynthia, nervously. "We made his
acquaintance at Penzance, and ' he has
formed one of our party since."

"He seems to find ir rather dull," I re-

marked.
"Do you think fo? Oh, no! I assure

you he Is delighted with the place," flut-
tered my companion, with a painful blush.
"He doesn't care much for exertion, per-
haps; but he says It 1 enough for him
simply to live In a plaoe like this."

"He 1 rather to talk like that."
I hazarded. "He can't be more than
twenty-fiv- e or six?"

"Oh!" cried Miss Cynthia, "he is much
older than that! I am pure he is much
older; but then," she went on, twisting
the comer of her shawl In her nervous
fingers, "I think it Is so difficult really to
teli age. Some people look so much older
than they are, and some so much younger.
TXwi't you think so? Mr. Houston Bays
that years have really very Utile to do
with age. and it Is only experience and
knowledge that really signify."

Poor Miss Cynthia! Aooordlng to that
maxim she was certainly no more than
eighteen.

"For example," she said hastily, with
the curious boldness of bashful people,
who often make confidences that stronger
soula would shrink from "for example, I
am Fure you would never iruess my real
age. Now, I wish you would tell me; how
old should you think I really am?"

This was rather sudden. I gasped.
There was nothing for It but prevarica-
tion; and with that anxious, faded face
waiting eagerly upon my words. I said:

"Well. It is really hard to tell; but are
you thirty yet?"

"There!" cried Miss Cynthia, beaming
with sudden delight. "I was right; It is
Impossible to guess quite correctly. I
really am a little more than that, but ap-
pearances are sometimes deceptive, are
they not? Is that you. Maud?" as a
tall figure approached through the twi-
light. "Do you want me, my love?"

"It is too damp for you to be out, dear,"
said the girl. "Do come in now."

She poke in a soft, pleasant voice; but
I noti?ed a scrutinizing glance at me as
ehe came near, as if to see who it was
that kept MIb Cynthia out so late. She
acknowledged her aunt's nervous intro-
duction with a very alight bw. and pae 1

her arm through hers to lead her Indoors.
I remained on my seat a littl longer,

meditating. Poor Miss Cynthia! Her se-
cret was easily read, and I scarcely knew
whether to laugh or cry over her; but I
couldn't get her out of my head. From
wher I sat I could see th ma.ts of the
vesse'.? that were lying by the lock, ready
to go out with the next tide; the broad
downs rose on the other side of the har-
bor, and I could see the constant flash of
the "white breakers at the edge of the
frrayness of the ocean. The air waa full
of the sound of the sea; it formed a srt
cf background to all other sounds of the
summer evening; the distant voices of chil-
dren, the stars and greetings of passers-by- ,
and the thin twang of the church clock
that struck the half h"nrs and quarters
high above the scattered little town.

Miss Cynthia's affairs seemed fantastic
and rather rid!cuus to me while I sat
there in the twilight. As I mused, the
scent of a cigar floated ovon the air, and
I ..eard a step down the road by the
rhur'' I recognized Mr1. Houston as he
lounged past the girden where I sat, with
his hands in hü pockets and his cap
slouched over his handsoma eyes. I was
sitting with my back toward the hotel, but
as I gathered up my shawls and ros? to
go In. I saw that some one else had been
watching the young man. A girl stood at
the drawing-roo- m window, a dirk, hand-
some, sulky-lookin- g girl, who was watch-
ing intently the lounging figure from under
hfv straight-draw- n brows.- It was Maud
Treleven.

I had not very much to do Just then, and
T spint a good deal of time watching the
curious little drtma that unrolled itself be-
fore me. It seemed to me that a great
deal cf it was explained very pitifully when
I h?ard from acquaintances Lhat Miss Cyn
thia was quite an htire.es in a small way.

Five hundred a year was a nice little in-

come for an idle young man to pick up;
and he certainly devoted to hr all the time
that he could spare from his novels and
cigirs. It was not hard work for him; a
very little went a great way with poor Miss
Cynthia, who, as she conflied to me one
day upon the sands, had never had a lover
before.

lis had brought her a little bunch of

flowers that morning, and fhe held them in

always lived very ouieily in my dear
father's lifetime, and saw no society. It
is hard uion a girl, I think. And yet. per- -
1iiLS- - wnen nnp is n 1: rmiM a vii i iiie iiulj- -

f.iness seerm greater. I never thought- -

and MLss Cynthia's voice broke suddenly.
and she looked straight out to sea with
moistened eyes.

I looked at her h peles5ly. She had be-
gun to affect a certain Juvenility of style
which sat very badly uron her. She had
curled her front hair lately, and as it was
thin and soft it would not friz but. strag-
gled in limp strands upon her forehead. A
sailor hat was perched upon her head-exa- ctly

the same sort of hat as that which
Maud Treleven wore upon her heavy black
coil and she wore a cross-ov-er blouse
which accentuated the flatness and angulari-
ty of her thin figure. It was hard to think
of her as the heroine cf a love affair.

"Dear Miss Cynthia," I said gently (I
was so sorry for her), "I think you may
be right, and that one may be happier to be
engaged late in life; but don't you think
rm rnichf in ho vsrv sure, verv certain.
about it? A girl may get over things that
an older person cannot, you know. one
wants to be sure."

"Yes. indeed." said Miss Cynthia, with
a happy smile "very sure."

There was nothing more to be said. And
present ly fhe went on:

"I don't think vou know Mr. Houston
very well, do you?"

I said that I did not.
"No; he Is not very easy to know. He

says himself that very few people under-
stand him. My niece Maud, for example,
dislikes him very much. It Js a pity, for
she is such a dear girl, and it makes It
so uncomfortable. I assure you she will
scarcely ppeak to him. and Is quite short
with me if I but mention, his name to her.
And my brother, too. Is very unkind. He
says very cruel things- - sometimes."

I had noticed that Maud Treleven was
almost rude In her behavior to the young
man, and that she threw every obstacle
that she could in the way of his inter-
course with hr aunt. To Miss Cynthia
herself she showed the tenderest affection,
but she was always on the watch, and Mr.
Houston seemed uneasy and awkward
under the glance of her black eyes.
Therefore It seemed the more extraordi-
nary to me when, in two figures coming
slowly along th sands toward us, I recog-
nized Miss Treleven and her aunt's ad-
mirer.

We were seated under the phadow of an
advancing ledge of rock which ran out
into the sand in long points and reefs,
and they passed by without noticing us.
Miss Cynthia had not seen them; she
was very short-sighte- d, and they passed
at some distance. We sat silent for some
little time I busy with my knitting, and
Miss Cynthia fldgettlng about in her usual
nervous way when suddenly a man's
voice struck upon our ears from the other
side of the long jacged reef behind us

"Hard? I should think it is hard for
me. Why you should care about It,
though. I can't think. You threw me
over first, or I should never have thought
of It."

In a moment I understood. Mr. Hous-
ton and Miss Treleven had come up the
other side quite unconscious of our pres-
ence. I half rose, but Miss Cynthia sat
quite still, and I sat down again doubt-
fully.

"Don't you understand that I will not
bear to see her so deceived?" said an in-
dignant girlish voice. "How can you do
It? It is shameful, disgraceful! I wonder
you have the face to speak to h'er at all
txfore me knowing you as I do."

"And what do you know, then?"
"I know that you chase to make love

to me once, thinking I was the heiress of
my grandmother's money," replied Maud
Treleven, with a scornful laugh. "I know
that I found out the reason of your devo-
tion, and "threw you over. as you call It,
before you had time to find out your mis-
take and throw me over instead. And I
know that, still anxious to get the money,
you have made my dear old aunt" (Miss
Cynthia drew in her breath quickly)
"believe that you care for her, and you
are going to marry her for the sake of it.
Hut you shall not. I will tell her every-
thing myself sooner than see It."

"You may tell her what you like. She
will believe me, not you," said Mr. Hous-
ton sullenly.

"That's the cruelty of it! Oh. you
villnin! You mean, treacherous villain!"
.."Come, Maud." said he, with a rough-
ened voice, "that's enough of calling
names. Now listen to me. I'll tell you
the truti. I did ask you to marry me
because I thought you had money. Rut
I got to care about you so much that I
would never have given you up, even
if I knew you hadn't a penny, only you
never gave me the chance to tell you so.
You would not hear me. I didn't know
why you threw me over. Well, then I
hoard it was your aunt who had all the
money. Why shouldn't I marry her? I
thought. She isn't n bad old thing. I
don't dislike her at all. But look here, it's
you I want. I don't care a hang for all
her money if you would only have me."

"How dare you insult me?" she cried. I
C")uld hear her quick, angry breathing.
"Do you think I would take you now?"

"You could make a better fellow of me,
Maud."

"And she oh, it is too cruel! She thinks
you love her. She is so happy."

"Never mind her. Think of yourself.
You did care for me at first, Maud." The
young man's voice had sunk to a pleading
tone which pxr Miss Cynthia had never
heard before. I think she had forgotten
I was there. She sat rijridly quiet, still
looking out to sea beyond me. I never
saw anything like the dreadful despair of
her eyes, and she still held her little bunch
of flowers, tightly clasped in her thin,
trembling hind. They were drooping al-

ready. I did not dare to move or speak:
and the sunlight fell all around us, and
rh murmur of the sea filled the air, and
the voices went on still behind the rocks.

"I will not hear you." said the girl. I
could hear her histy rising, and the clatter
of the loose stones that fell as she mov-d- .

Her voice sounded as if she was crying.
"And you shall not make Aunt Cynthia
miserable poor old darling!"

"Tike me yourself, then,' said the
young man. "I tell you It's "either you or
her."

They were moving away. We could no
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longer hear the words distinctly, and soon
even the sound of them died away. And
th?n Miss Cynthia moved. She looked
away from the sea at last, and down at'
the drooping flowers in her hand. Then
suddenly she let them fall, buried her face
in ner nanus, ana Durst mio a areaaiui
weeping. - Her thin, lank figure shook with
the violence of her sobs; her poor, silly lit-

tle sailor hat got pushed all on one side;
aid I got up softly and went away, for
one should not look on at a breaking heart,
and I could do nothing to comfort her. I
looked back once, and she was still fitting
there a very pitiful figure in the bright
unlight.
I did not see Miss Cynthia again that

day. She had a bad headache, her ni-c- e

told me, and did not care to come down
to dinner. Miss Treleven had very heavy
eye3 herself, and I noticed that she had
not a word to say to Mr. Houston, who
looked as black as thunder.

But the next morning I saw Miss Cyn-
thia; she was sitting in the garden, upon
the seat where we first made acquaintance;
and as I came near her I was astonished
at the change lit hr appearance. She
wore a quiet gray dress and the youthful
fringe was gone; her thin, colorless hair
was brushed smoothly down, and she had
a bonnet on instead of the wide, flowery
hat she had always worn in the garden.
But the change was more than this. Some-
thing was gone that had been there; I
think it was hope.

Nearly all the paop 6taying at the ho-
tel had gone upon a long excursion, and
she was all alone In the bright morning.
As I sat down beiide her I saw that she
held a letter in her hards, and she began
to speak very quietly not at all in her
usual nervous, flurried way.

"I want you I want you, my dear, to
read this," handing me the letter; "you
will understand."

I took It silently and read it. It was an
offer of marriage signed "James Houston,"
and I burst out into an Indignant ex-
clamation. But Miss Cynthia put her
hand on mine it felt very hot and dry.

"Please please do not say anything. I
want you to stay with me. I wrote a note
to ask h!m to come here. I think I can do
it better with you by me."

As she spoke her hand began to tremble,
and a spot of bright red mounted to her
cheek. I followed here glance, and saw
thg tall figure of Mr. Houston coming up
the garden. He eyed 'me sulkily as he
came near.

"I am afraid I intrude," said he. lifting
his hat. "But I understood "

"Yes. certainly, Mr. Houston," said Miss
Cynthia. "I asked you to come here. But
the presnce of this young lady need not
interfere. I think I think there has been
a little mistake."

She spoke in rather a high voice, and
was holding my hand tight. Men are very
stupid; I do not think Mr. Houston saw
how she was trembling.

"Mistake?" he said, flushing a dark red
all over his handsome face. "I I dont
think "

"I hope, Indeed, that It has been a mis-
take," said Miss Cynthia, looking1 very
straight at him; "for I should be sorry to
think you could suppose that I could really
entertain such a ridiculous proposition.
You are a young man, Mr. Houston, and
I I am getting an old woman."

She was very brave, but at the last sen-
tence her voice began to waver, and she
storped suddenly and clasped her hands
firmly together to steady them.

I never saw any man look so confused
and thoroughly ashamed of himself as the
young fellow standing before us. He
looked at me angrily; I knew he would
have given anything to get me away. He
opened his mouth to begin a sentence, but
only stammered and muttered something
about devotion and his feelings. But Miss
Cynthia had steadied herself and inter-
rupted him.

"I am sure you must see yourself, Mr.
Houston, how very absurd such a thing
would be. I cannot believe you are seri-
ous it would be ridiculous."

And Miss Cynthia began to laugh
shrilly. I did not like to hear her; It was
difficult for her. to stop when she haul once
begun.

"I have sometimes been a little
amused." she said, with trembling lips.
"And do you know I sometimes thought
that it was that it was Maud that you
really admired and that you were mak-
ing interest with her old aunt, as you
were afraid to spenk to her yourself. And
if it were so, indeed I should be very glad.
Maud is my heiress, Mr. Houston, and I
should be glad to devote all I have to
making her happy. As for me," said Miss
Cynthia, quietly, "I am an old woman, and
all the interest I have now is in seeing
my dear niece happy."

Mr. Houston had turned very pale.
"Oh. Miss Cynthia what can I say?"

he began.
I think nome real emotion stirred his

selfish soul; but before he could say any
more another voice broke in.

"What are you saying about me, Aunt
Cynthia? I heard my name, I am sure."

Miss Treleven had come quietly round
the corner of a side path and stood close
beside us, with a flushed face and spark-
ling eyes.

"What are you saying about me, dear?"
she repeated, kneeling down by her aunt
and putting her arm round her protect-i-n

gl y.
Miss Cynthia faltered now, and the

tears came into her eyes.
"Maud, my darling." she said, hesitat-

ingly, "Mr. Houston and I have been, talk-
ing about you. My dear, I grudge noth-
ing In the world to make you happy. And
I have always taken a great interest in
Mr. Houston," she added, with gentle
dignity. "I will go in now, I think. I am
a little tired. You young people can have
a little talk together by yourselves."

"But I am going in with you," said
her niece, rising to her feet. "Thank you,
Aunt Cynthia, but I have nothing to say
to Mr. Houston, and I am sure he can
have nothing to say to me. Nothing,"
she repeated, with emphasis, looking
straight at the dark, handsome face be-

fore her.
I think I was almost a little sorry for

him then; he had snach a cowed, beaten
look. But he recovered himself quickly.

"In that case," said he defiantly, "I will
wish you all good morning."

And with a hasty crunch of his heel
upon the gravel, he lifted his hat and
strode away down the long path and out
of our sight.

"Oh, Maud!" began Miss Cynthia.
"And, oh. auntie! Did you think I

would leave you for him? I shall never,
never be married, darling, and I'll stay
with you always."

And .Miss Treleven burst out crying.

and buried her face upon Miss Cynthia's
thin shoulder.

They went away next, morning, and I
have never seen or heard of them since.
Hut a few months afterward "I aw in the

; Times the notice of the marrlige of James
Houston to Lavinia. widow of Sir Thomas
Stubbs of Moor Park, Hants. So I con-
cluded that Mr. Houston had at last been
successful in gaining thU fortune in pur-
suit of which he had broken Miss Cyn-
thia's heart. Caseell's Magazine.

TWO SHADOWS.

The sun's in a cloud,
The mornin? is dreary,

The way Is too long.
The feet are too weary.

The friend is not kind.
And smlies are liot shining:

The roses and robins
Are paling and pining.

Th.-i-t hour is the saddest
From May day to Yule

When little Dolores
Is going to schooL

".'
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BEFORE HER.

.What Is the reason? She turns from thelight
And walks in her shadow from morning

Uli night.
The sun is the brightest.

The morn is the clearest.
The burden Is lightest.

The friend U the dearest.
The flowers are all waking.

The way is not long,
The birds are all breaking

At once into song. "
That hour is the gladdest

From May day to Yule
When little Allegra,

Is going to school.
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BEHIND HKR.: -- . -

What is the secret? Wherever you find her
The shadow of little Allegra's behind her.

Mary A. Lathbury In Youth's Companion.

Facial Expression
In case you have been tola that your

face Is very expressive don't consider that
you have been given license to exaggerate
the expressive features. Tne face that
speaks volumes is always attractive, but
that constitutes no excuse for the style
of dancing faces sometimes seen. The im-
pression is conveyed by a row of feminine
faces that each woman is endeavoring to
attract especial attention .o her features.

The best advice to be given such wom-
en U: Don't roll your eyes up into your
head as If they were marbles. A fine pair
of eyes will be utterly ruined by this op-
eration. The girl with a pretty mouth
will purse it up into the prettiest bouton
and continue the habit until many minute
lines form about the Hps and the lovely
mouth has to be put Into the hands of a
beauty doctor. ,

Nearly every woman bites or sticks her
lips. Others contract the brows and pro-

duce two furrows between the eyes. Oth-
ers wrinkle the forehead with frowns. Oth-
ers perpetually wear a tiptilted nose.

The true expressive face doesn't consist
of a set of features hung on strings or
wires.

Do cultivate placid features. In the first
place, the opposite sort are not well bred,
and, in the second case, they create an un-
pleasant impression on every person and
ure not lovely. St. Louis Post-Dispatc- h.

The Hair and (lie Bonnet.
To the Empress Eugenie we owe much

of tha picturesqueness of modern hair-dressin- g.

Before this beautiful lady be-

came the wife of the French ruler it was
customary for women of all classes to
plaster their hair down on their foreheads
and to keep it in position by the applica-
tion of hair ell. an abomination which is
row seldom seen: or heard of. The em-
press, however, turned back her lovely
brown hair from the forehead over a smail
cushion, and the coiffure a la Eugenie be-

came generally adopted. It was then that
the bonnet began to grow smaller, and in-

stead of being worn on the top of the head
it was simply an ornamental addition to
the back. Home Quen.
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6HRISTMftS mm
If you want a Watch for the holidays, select that Watch now. We
offer great values in a magnificent selection of very fine Watches.
We can sell to our readers watches for just one-ha- lf the price that
they would cost at any jewelry store. Don't fail to read OUR SPE-
CIAL PRICES.

The cuts below represent Joseph Fahys's celebrated Montauk,
and James Boss's world-renown- ed Cases.

Cases will be furnished either plain (engine-turne- d) or beautifully en-
graved, as the subscriber prefers.

Note carefully the descriptions and prices bslow.

Xo. 1.

Xo. 2.
WARRANTED 5 YEARS.

America Flag Rolled Gold Plate case,
warranted by the manufacturer to wear for
5 years, an excellent watch that will give
satisfaction and wear as warranted; fitted
with Trenton Watch Company Works,
made at Trenton, New Jersey. Good time-kepe- r,

guaranteed. Regular retail price,
$15.CiO.

No. 1, our prloe, gents' size $7 75

No. 2. ladies' size 7 50

.f ; S ' V

WARRANTED 21 YEARS.
Fahy'1 Monarch, at Gold Filled

case made of two heavy plates of
Sol'd U)M over a shet of line hard metal
and Specially Warranted to wfar 21 years.
Fitted complete with H'.trin. Waltham or
Hampden movement, jeweled in rubies, on

balance, safety pinion and dust
Laad. Regular retail price, fjO.X.

No. 4, our price, gents' size $18 00

No. 5, ladies' size H

Order by num-

ber only and send
cash with order.

Xo. 3.
DEURER SILVERINE.

Full weight open-fac- e, policed
bright, guaranteed to keep its color for-
ever and wear better than solid siiver.
Silverine is a composition of parts of sil-

ver and nickel, and wears better than pure
silver and will not tarniph. We fit them
with Hampden, ElKin or Waltham works,
with jeweled balance and every late im-

provement. Guaranteed Rood timekeepers
and serviceable and reliable watch for little
money. Regular retail price, JS.50.

Xo. 3, our price, gents' size $5 3

Dueber Guaranteed Gold Filled case.
Hunting style, f.incy engraved, has sali 1

Gold .Joints. I'.ow and 'r-w- and is war-
ranted by Special Signed Guarantee to
wear for i'O years. Certa'nly the best value
for the mo'ney ever ofürel. fitted with
either of th well known nwkes of Ameri-en- n

Watches. viz: Hampden. Eltrin or
Waltham. with jeweled expansion bal-
ances, safety pinions and dust bands. Reg-
ular retail price,
No. 1, our price, gents' size $14 50

No. 8. ladies' size 13 0

I WARuAM 1.1' i

INDIANA STATE SENTINEL:
Please send one watch No

ing address:
NAME 1

POSTOFFICE

COUNTY

STATE .

Inclosed find draft (or money order) for $

MM STATE

.Ni. 9.

11

o. lf.
WAnnANTED 25 YEAR?.

H karat SoKl Gold Flüei watch, the
highest praie watch case manufactured,
guaranteed to 1 made of 14 karat G.11
over a rine romposiiiim and warranted by
The Ieuber Wach C'::s- - Ovrapany to wear
2.'. vears.

Fittel complex with Himpdn. Waltham
oi K!s;in Works, full jeweled, excellent
t'mc-ke'vers- . Regular ret ill price, $40.

No. t. our price, o-i.t.- tiz? M
No. l' size 16 25

. :.

WARRANTED 15 YEARS.
Fahys's Montau kGold Filled cae, cpea-fa- ce

patent, dvist and damp proof, screw
hack and bezl with havr French crysUJ.
Thoee cases are cloe t'.ttinar and having no
hinges lo not wear out th pockets. Wa
fit them with the i nownl Elgin. Walthall
or Hamplen penlant setiinir wrks, with
every latent improvement. Regular retail
price. JJ-i.a-

No. 6. our pricp. g"nts size XI 0 M

QTARITY 14 KARAT.
Guaranteed to wear ") year.
World renownl .lamer I',os 14 karat,

5W.il Gold Killel Watch oa. made of 14

karat Gold over a nine stiffening metal,
and is ly special oertiiicate ti
Wear 2 years.

We put in thi eas a:i ccant. jewelel
movement, nickt 1 with !ine jewel?. a!l in
orloile Gold 1'atrnt Regulator
and Jate-- t in prvem' nt. made by
The Hampden Watch 'o., fanton. Oh im.
Regular reta 1 prk-e- . J S.'.'t.
N). 11. our prii-- e, gems' !lz? $-- 1 4J
No. 12. our price, indies' f'.z 17 Zi

QViÄTY 14 KARAT G)M),
Warrante.1 20 years.
The lt "THU I )l"Et$ER." Full Rasrine.

fancy engraved 14 karat Gold cafe, war
ranted by special :!ic;ai guarantee to
W!nr for 20 ytar. j f G ld guar
antftl to be 11 kTat a id mal' over a.
line comp sit i' n. Tni ; is ;h - av rite shr.u
of c.ie ;.nl the latest improy.-- iiTlel Ei.
filn worki made by the M!g:n National
Watch . t'umpany. Regular r:tail price.
;:2.vt.

No. M. our pri genu' f!z Jl r

No. 11, our price. lad:tV sz? li 00

IS9

to .the follow

.....

The watch will reach you within a week a ter you send the order.
Remember that these watches are guaranteed to be precisely as they are represented. We

can assure our readers that every watch will give complete and entire satis action. It will be
both use;ul and ornamental, a thing o; beauty and a joy lorever.

SE

WAiTrANTED

MTINEL, Indianapolis, Ind.


